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SLOPER WELCOMES TOOLE. 
“ Of course it was awfully nice of Johnny to call upon Papa the first morning he was back in town, but he shouldn’t have come quite so early. As 
a matter of fact, Poor Pa had been at a Committee Meeting of the Rumfoozlers the night before, which made him a little later with his toilette than 
usual. In spite of murmurs on the part of Mamma, the welcome home actually took place in the first floor bedroom at Mildew Court. Ma says she 
wouldn't have minded so much if she could have got her curl-papers out. There’s no false pride about our Johnny, or about Poor Pa, either.”—Toortsie. 


CATCHING x es A LIVELY LINENDRAPER. 


IN the vear 1816 was published in London the auto- 
biography of a very remarkable man, named James Hardy 
Vaux, which probably excels in interest any previous story 
of crime published in this paper. 

His career began in a somewhat unpromising fashion, for 
his mother, a lady of education and refinement, ran away 
with and married his father, a German cook. His mother's 
father, an eminent solicitor, took charge of James, and after 
much indecision on the part of all concerned, he was, at 
fourteen, apprenticed to a linendraper in Liverpool. For 
the first month he behaved extremely well, but soon fell 

| into bad company, and found his wages and allowance from 
| home insufficient to meet the expenses incurred at the 
taverns and dancing saloons at which he spent his nights. 
Among the weaknesses of this precocious young gentle- 
man wasa love of cock-fighting, and one day, being sent 
out with some muslins to wait on a lady in the environs of 
the town, he came across a cock-pit, where a grand main 
was about to be fought. With the money he had received 
from the lady, he backed one of the birds, that seemed to 
him to bea certain winner. It did. indeed, strike down the 
cock it was pitted against; but the latter, whilst in the 
agonies of death, struggled to its feet with a last desperate 
effort, and cut the throat of its antagonist, crowing over it. 
Choked with blood, the would-be winner fell dead, and the 
other survived him but a few moments. Young Vaux, by 


| 

1. “ Wot's this? a bob over me fare, is it ? and 2. “Oh! yer wants ter fight, do yer? Orl right, my 3. “That'll do, gav'nor; Idon't want no more. Cham- | 
you korls yourself a gen‘leman! Stump over bantam cock! I'll show yer the meaning of a cabman’s pion lightweight, are yer? Well, I korls it takin'a mean 
Another bob, or, s'welp me, Shrewsbury! I'll strike! Put up yer bloomin’ dooks! Tl half kill yer, advantage of a bloke, that’s all. Charing Krors is abaart 
knock the bloomin’ stuffin’ out on yer.” if I get six months’, yer blitherin-—" the nearest ‘orspital, ain't it?” 


. 


we. 
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this unforeseen event, lost every farthing he had about him, and 
returned to the draper's shop, filled with remorse and shame, 

The idea then occurred to him that he had better tell his 
employers to book the articles he had sold to the lady, and froin 
that moment he became a thief. As the business was a very larze 
one and the system of check inefficient, he was able to rob fora 
Jong while with impunity and squander the money as before. But 
the irregular life he was leading, at length came to the knowledge 
of his employers, and he was sent home to his grandfather, who, 
being dotingly fond of him, believed all he had to say in excuse of 
his conduct, 

His next start was as a copying clerk at a solicitor’s office in 
London, from which he was, in consequence of his irregularities, 
very shortly dismissed. He, however, soon got another situation, 
and availing himself of “a genteel appearance and good address,” 
obtained a quantity of clothes and other goods upon credit ; but, 
says he, “T always took care to procure a bill of parcels with the 
articles, which precluded any charge of fraud, and left the matter, 
at the worst, but a debt contracted, for which, being a minor, I 
knew I could not be arrested.” He also repeatedly “ bilked”’ his 
landladies by managing, under various pretexts, to remove his 
property. 

During this time he frequented the “ Blue Lion,” in Gray's Inn 
Lane, then a resort of thieves, and here he made the acquaintance 
of a young sailor who had spent all his monvy and wanted to get 
back to sea. Vaux resolved to join him and raised what cash he 
could, but they got no further on their way to Portsmouth than 
the “ Kight Bells,” at Kingston, when they found themselves in 

wn. Vaux then called for a pen, ink and paper and wrote a 

gging petition to the ladies and gentlemen of the town, stating 
that he was a young man of good family and good education 
reduced by a series of misfortunes to the greatest distress and 
asking for their assistance. lle went first to the Mayor, a grocer, 
who refused point blank. Vaux, however, took the liberty o 
writing his name on the top of the list with a subscription of five 
shillings, and he was successful in almost every subsequent appli- 
cation. At the house of a lady of title he was treated in the 
kitchen to some good malt liquor and a pint of port and gota 
handful of gold and silver, returning at last to the “ Eight Bells” 
with nearly five pounds in his pocket. On the strength of this he 
procured a book of roads and went systematically to work, meet- 
Ing with the greatest succe:s, often being asked to join those he 
applied to at their own tables, where, if there were any young 
ladies in the family, he was always an object of particular solici- 
tude and handsomely rewarded. 

But the evening ol the second day he was clapped in prison as a 
rogue and vagabond. 


* * * 
“Ts that all?” asked Alexandry. 
“No fear!” said Billiam, “the best is to follow.” 
(Next week,“ A Diddler.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


——— 

*5¢ Comp dents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


PHEDRUS.— Thanks for perfume. Tootsie says she's fore you 
scent it.——C. F. BANNISTER.— You are right. Court Mildew is 
not a particularly well regulated household. A. SLOPER and the 
kitchen clock are gerne the most striking exam ples—— ETHEL. 
—Ask papa.—JOHN . CHUDERAY (Kentish Town).— Cannot be 
given asa Present, Try something else-——F.J.—Don't be abusive. 
Our charg: Exlitor v8 in excellent training —H. BETHUNE.— 
Yes, gin is the Eminent’s farourite beverage, certainly, but we 
‘ail to see anything rummy in it ARTHUR BEAD.—Everything 
comes to him who waits, and Sloper Watches are no exception 
JAMES BLAIR (Dundee).—Jt is with regret that we decline your 
sketch. Its artistic ralue is so great that we should be taking an 
unfair advantage of you to accept it at our ordinary rate of pe - 
ment.——EDIE.—1. Yrs, 2. By the composer of “What is Life ith. 
out a Corkscrew ?"——A. P.—There's no fool like an old fool, and 
an obstinate onc.—MAUD VICKERS (Dalston).—Alas! #0 young 
and yet sv unfair.—W. GREGORY.—The pathos in your lines 
touched us deeply, but you should remember that liver does not 
rhyme with widder, or fight with tripe, 
—— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded toany Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free : 
8 Months, Is. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d. 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to 
on application, 


PARIS. q 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


£1:1:0 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT" will be given for the 
Best Definition, limited to 50 Words, of 


A WIFE’S DUTY TO HER HUSBAND. 


Please inclose in envelope, and address— 


THE THREE JUDGES OF APPEAL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, F.C. 


*,* The List will close TUESDAY, APRIL 28TH, 1891. 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD 


ee 

“HALLO, Captain,” said our joker, “what are you drinking?” 

“T—er,” drawled Captain De Masher, “am—er—dwinking—er— 

whisky and Vichy water.” “Don't you think that is a vichions 

habit?" inquired the joker. “Oh—er—oh—oh—here, landlord, 
send for a policeman.” es 
* 


Overheard at the Holborn Restaurant, 
Young Man (with a rery bad cold, ardering for himself and fair 
companion). Here, waider, brig sub clare zoup. 
Shupid Waiter. Pears’ soap, sir! We ain't got none, sir. 
[ Then, if looks could hare killed, that waiter would have 
« + expired on the spot, 
s 


Yewsagents 


WHEN the baby cries all night, 
Then the daddy quick confesges 
Marriage, if he views it right, 
Quite a howling old success is ! 
*-* 


* 

“WHAT is a common chord?” asked a teacher at a school board 
examination in music. “ Why, a clo’sline. in course!” returned 
Miss l’riggins; “three yards a penny. 
commoner nor that.” ee 

s 


Hz must have been rather bad that night when he kissed the 
keyhole because he mistook it for the parionrmaid, and wrung the 
knocker off the door, ’cos he took it for the water rate’s nose, who 
had called three times that blessed week as ever was, 


You can't have it no 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


gg 


& 
“This is the cock that worried the dog 
that killed the malt,” etc. 


No. 365.—The “ Order of the Garter” Costume. 


Portrait of Miss Tina Tootsi- 
cum, the Pride of the Halls, sing- 
ing her famous song,“ I'm Shy.” 


Ethel. What dreadfully changeable weather, is it not, Harry ? 


Harry. Changeable—liaw—yaas, 
versation, yer know. 


Poor Joskins, who wanted a drink 
badly, only had a crossed cheque in his 
pocket, but the landlord of the villaze 


“Kuacker’s Charm: 
Cesar, as you can see by his Roman 
nose. His dam was Ratcatcher, as 


you may see by his tail. 


Dreadful—no. Sneha good subject for con- 


sire Julius 


Take SLo- 


b wouldn't have it at any price. “"E | Per’s tip, and back him forall you've 


new ‘is way about, 'e did.” 


| got to 


ee 


n the Flymng’s Handicap.” 
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I was the hopeful Olive Branch, and his maiden great-aunt had 
come ona visit, and he had been enjoined to be the very best boy 
he could possibly mange, as she was abounding in ecid dust and 
had the only big brood of oof birds in the family. And the O. B. 
remarked to her, “ Auntie, [ never look at ma’s china without think- 
ing of you.” “Indeed! you dear little fellow,” said the spinster 
relative, imagining the kidlet was likening her in his romantic mind 
to the Watteau shepherdess with the crook, gazing after the baa- 
lambs, who had taken their hook. ‘And why is that?) Am I «9 
very beautiful?" “No,” said the Twiglet, “it ain't exactly that, 
ouly when I look at ma’s china | think of you because—because—" 
“Well, dear, why?" “‘Cause I heard pa tell ma you were an old 
crock!" And once again the will was altered. 


* 
I SIPPED the nectar from her lips— 
I sipped and hovered o’er her ; 
Her father's hoof flashed through tbe air; 
I'm wiser now—and sorer, 


HE was swaggering about his ‘Varsity career, and he said, leaning 
his back against the bar of the “Cri.,” “ Take honours? i should 
bally well think I did. 1 was bracketed second in the Senior Tor- 
pids. Do any rowing? Bless your soul! [ stroked the Tripos in 
my Freshman’s year, and wou the Newdigate two years in succes- 
sion. Run? I've got the Littlego medal at home now. Ah! the 
dear old days on the banks of the Oxis.” 
es @ 
* 

“WHAT,” said SLOPER, as he leant majestically 
split like, against the counter of the “ Blue Pig,” “what is virtue? 
—what is virtue? It is a riddle, I give it up.” The man some- 
times is Sphinx-like colossal! “You give it up, do you?” said 
McGooseley. “I shouldn't try much of that tap on if I was you. 
Last Toosday week, as you winked the other eye at our second- 
floor slavey, the way that Mra. S. laid a plaster of that gamp on to 
your bald head was enough——” ; 

* 

He. 1 see that Dr. Microby, the celebrated analytical chemist, is 
calling people's attention to the fact that ice may come from 
polluted water, and he warns everyone to be careful during the 
coming summer. 

She. Oh, that's all right, dear, You can always make it perfectly 
eafe by boiling it. 

[And then he congratulated himself upon having a truly 
scivntific and useful helpmate. 
s 


* 

“ANY hounds in the neighbourhood?" asked the possible pur- 
chaser of the eligible country seat; and the caretaker answered, 
“Yis, measter, theer be two laawyers an’ a ‘pothecary in t'village.” 

s.* 


y,tigerand Jupiter 


* 

“THE origin of the brooch as an ornament is not so generally 
known as it might be. It originally consisted of a piece of wire 
sharpened at both ends, so that the object of their affections could 
not embrace them .with impunity. When an Egyptian lover 
was discovered with more than twenty scars on his wrist, it was 
compulsory on him to marry,” ete.— Herodotus and Scotch, 


. 
’TWAS many years since last they met. 
They met. Sad fell the tears, 
He loved her, oh! he loved her yet ; 
He had his timid fears. 


“Oh! where's,” said he, “that lovely sock 
You once kept near your heart?” 

“Oh! where's,’ said she, “that chunk of busk 
From which you'd never part?” 


She'd used that sock, long years ago, 
To save her jelly bag. 

In toothpicks he had split that busk. 
Oh! Time's a sorry wag. 


* 

AN eminent London physician—one of the most uncompromisin 
advocates of total abstention from intoxicating liquors—admitt 
one day that when he had twenty or — letters to write after 
dinner, he a) bag gn in taking a pint of champagne at that meal. 
“ And do you find,” inquired a friend, “that it helps you to write 
the letters?” “Not exactly,” replied the great man, “the fact is, 
it does me so much good, that 1 don't care if they are not written 
at all!” ** 


“Tout vient a qui sait attendre.’ Do you know what that 
means?" ‘Yes, of course.” “What is it? I want to know.” 
“Tf you'll only wait long enough you'll get to know.” 

-* 


* 
De Masher. Heah, waitaw! Er—why is this—er—mustard—er 
—so—er—excessively watery ? 

Waiter (confidentially). Why, you see, sir, it’s like this. We 
allers used to have it very thick, if you remember ; but last week, 
the cook struck 'cos she said it took her so long to wash it off the 


plates, so we've been obliged to make it a bit thinner since, 
sf 


“CAN anyone tell me what is a secret?" asked the teacher. 
“ Please, teacher, I can,” answered a little girl near bottom of class, 
after an interval of silence. “It’s something as everybody tells 
everybody else in a whisper.” * 


“T say, dad,” exclaimed young Sharpshins, “ what is a fugitive 
verse?’ “Why, that sort of verse your big brother used to write 
when he was in love with Mary Anne Spriggins, which used to turn 
everyone he tried to read it to into fugitives.” 

ss. 


* 

“On, and I shall want a pair of—er—er—flesh-coloured—er—er 
—hose, long ones, you know,” said a pretty little innocent, pur- 
chasing costume for fancy dress hall. “ Yes, miss,” said the polite 
assistant ; “how long will you want them?” “ Well, I don't sup- 

I shall get home till four or five, but you could have them 
back the next afternoon, if that would do.” 


s 
“ JENNIE, dear, tis understood 
That you're engaged.” “ Why, yes, dear Etta.” 
“Ts he handsome?"’ “Yes.” “That’s good!” 
“Ts he wealthy?” Ps Yes.” “That's better! !” 


* 

HE comes home earlier on Saturdays than he used to do. Of 
course he never goes near the “Blue Pig” now. He markets 
so splendidly, too—carries such a weight of things packed so 
neatly. Still, he’s a bit over zealous when—the whisky crawl 
is bending on. Packing’s all very well, but, for all that, he needn't 
have stutfed that goose with blacking cakes and four boxes of 
Cockle’s pills, big size. He needn't, too, have filled his coat-tails 
with superior Dossit and face powder; they don't exactly fix 
up as they might, you know, when you've been standing twenty 
minutes with your back to the boiler of the twopenny—— Still, 
his intentions were good, and if that goose were properly dyed, it 
might sell well for a second-hand football lining. Good man, 
after all. 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture to be given to one of the readers of “ALLY SLOPES HALF-HOLI- 
DAY,” és an ofl painting by ARTHUR HACKER, measuring 64 tn, x 42 in, in @ 
splendid gold frame, and entitled 


ce 
FORSAKEN.” 
Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this announce- 
ment inclosed, toyether with your Name and A idress, any time be ore June 30th, 
Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” 
“THE SLOVENIES,” 99 Shoe Lane. Loudon, E.0, 
©,° This Picture is on View every day beteceon 10 a.m, and 6 pin. ercept Satur- 
daus, when the hours are a.m, and) pm, 
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TOOTSIE AND GEORGE. 


— 


WHEN a new manager opens an old theatre, he ought to write a 
history of the house ; and what a history could be written about the 
\ St. James’, or, as 
once it was called, 
FEN the Prince's! Was 
it not there, when 
under the manage- 
ment of Braham, 
that Charles Dick- 
ens’ three little 
plays, Zhe Village 
Coguette, The 
Strange Gentleman, 
and Js She His 
Wife; or, Some- 
thing Singular? 
were produced? 
and,in the last 
named, did not the 
mother of George 
Augustus Sala play 
Mrs. Peter Limbury? 
Here, surely, were 
successfully —_—per- 
formed, during the 
tenure of Mr. Mit- 
chell, many French 
and German plays, 
and bbe oor ec 
politan Butfo Opera 
alsotried? Did not 
pretty Mrs.Seymour 
act here,and pretty 
Lydia Thompson 
: and Johnny Toole, 
when Charles Reade was financing the show? Were not the first 
Nigger Minstrels here seen, and Robert Houdin, the wonderfull 
cleverconjurer? Did not Louisa Herbert here draw the town with 
her wonderful impersonation of Lady Audley? and, at this same 
house, did not Henry Irving, as Doricourt, make his first London 
hit?) And Alfred Wigan, and Mrs, John Wood and Charles Wynd- 
ham, and—and——? ; 

The story of the play I think I might tell you briefy—in my own 
way. Once upon a time there was a naughty Cross, by the name of 
George Mark Alexander, and he was a wreck and a ruin and a 
drifting, in spite of the good advice of his poor ma, which her 
name it is Lady Monckton, and a good ma, too. Mark Crossed 
in his early love, has gone abroad a-mining. Returning, after a 
time, he finds that the only woman he ever adored—Lady Marion 
Terry Harding—has took and married Herbert Waring, M.P., whom 
he at once recognizes as an old pal, known among the miners as 
“Gentleman Jack,” who, in an all-round shooting bout at Hag- 
ers Bar, had drawn iron on a miner, called Felix Strong, whose 

rother, like Waring, M.P., has made his pile. This brother, 


Mark Cross: 
GEORGE ALEXANDER. 


Mrs, Cross: 
LaDY MONCKTON, 


Kate Merryweather : 
MAUDE MILLETT. 


Simeon Strong: 
JOHN MASON. 


Simeon Strong John Mason (a real live American playing Ameri- 
canese), is brought by George's ma face to face with the murderer, 
and resolves to get an extradition warrant and take the M.P. to the 
States next lynching season. But Simeon owes his life to George, 
who saved him from drowning, and he {George asks him to give 
him a life fora life. To this, after much mental struggle, Simeon 
agrees, and George, as the price of his goodness to her husband, 
then proposes to the M.P.’s wifelet that they should fly with him 
down the fire-escape. “Oh, never!” says the wifelet to herself, 
aside, aloud; but to him, “M’yes.” Anon, at George's diggings, 
the bold, bad man informs her that he has secured her husband's 
safety ; and again, in impassioned accents, suggests the ladder, but 
“M'no,” she will not. Enter, as per usual, at this moment, the 
indignant husband, as all husbands always do, and blood seems to 
be likely to flow; but, hope ily, the good old explanation comes in, 
and peace and joy prevail. Idle George, then left to himself, takes 
up a pistol, and is about to blow out what brains he has left, when 
his ma, divining his purpose, interposes at the critical juncture. 
Seriously, Zhe Idler isan excellent play, wonderfully well played. 
George Alex- 
ander has never 
before had such 
a chance of 
showing what a 
splendid actor 
he is; nor, in- 
deed, as far as I 
Wrecollect, has 
Marion Terry 
had so fine a 
part as that of 
the wife, and 
her scene with 
the bold, bad 
man was work- 
ed out with con- 
summate skill. 
Herbert Waring 
acts very well, 
too; and Lady 
Monckton, 
whose style is 
said to be at 
times somewhat 
hard, gives 
many tender 
touches to the 
character she 
lays. John 
Mason, as_ the 
American, 
F scores well; and 
Nutcombe Gould is funny. Maude Millett and Gertrude Kingston 
both show to great advantage; and Holles is smart. The piece 
has been splendidly staged. and the ladies’ frocks are marvellous, 
Go antl sve The Idler at one says your TOOTSIE, 


Lady Harding; 
MAKIoN TERRY. 


Sir John Harding, M.P.;: 
HERBERT WARING. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 


Cut vut and sill in the Label printed below, and post it to :— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Lundon, E.C. 


“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” April 25th, 1894. 


Name................. 
Address... 


ne 


How many times applied......... 


Occupation, if any 


How long a Purchaser of} i eeaee 
the “ Half-Holiday” 


The List for this week will close on Tuesday evening nezt, 
og ie 28th. The List for April 18th will be published in the 
“ HALF-HOLIDAY” for May 2nd. 


246th WEEK. 
LIST FOR APRIL. Tith, 


“ Sloper” Watches have been giren to the following :— 


1, JOHN HY. DEWDNEY, Cook, 50 Lee Street, Haggerstone. Ave, 19 years, 
Subscriber—6 years, 7 months. LONDON. 

2. WILLIAM SAYERS, Barman, 338 Clapham Road. Age, 18 years, Sub- 
scriber—over 64 years. LONDON, 

3. G. COSHAM, Lavatory Attendant, 6 Garden Place, Bell Street, Westminster. 
Age, 27 years. Subscriber —since commencement. LONDON. 

4. Miss L. TILBEE, Nurse, 57 Hempsted Street, Age, 30 years. Subscriber— 
6 years. ASHFORD. 

5. RVDWARD DRAPER, Confectioner, 5 High Street. Age, 63 years. Sub- 
scriber—since commencement. LAGSHOT. 

6. JAMES RUSSELL, JUNIOR, Draper's Apprentice, 57 Bridge Street. Age, 
18 years, Subscriver—6 years, 40 weeks. BERWICK-ON-TWEED. 

7. RICHARD SHARWE, Bandmaster, The Stamp Room, North Bersted. Age, 
46 years. Subscriber—since start. BOGNOR. 

8. ARTHUR H. BULLARD, Trainer, Care of Mr. REDGELL, Qneen'’s Road. 
Age, 25 years. Subscriber—since commencement, BRENTWOOD. 

9. EDITH E. OAKDEN, 9 Shobnall Road. Age, 21 years, Subscriber—5 years, 
33 wecks. BURTON-ON-TRENT. 

10, HERBERT BOREHAM, Clerk of the Works, Lark Navigation Works, Age, 
26 years. Subscriber—since No. 1. BURY ST. EDMUNDS. 

11. EDWARD CHARLES BRADBROOK, Porter, G. E. Railway Station. Age, 
21 yore Subscriber, 6 years, 9 months, CROMER. 


12. JOHN J. AYLWARD, Schoolboy, 19 Botanic Road, Glasnevin. Age, 12 
years. Subscriber—4 years, 48 weeks, regularly. DUBLIN. 

13. ROBERT SPURRIER, Boilermaker, 127 Iangland’s Road. Age, 34 years. 
Subscriber—6 years, 12 weeks. GOVAN. 


14. MARY TOWNSEND, Innkeeper, “ New Tun,” Vernham. Age, 2 years Sub- 
scriber-—6 years, 8 months. HUNGERFORD. 
15. FRANK GANDER, Labourer, Wickbam Farm. Age,17 years. Subscriber 
6 years, 40 weeks. HURSTPIERPOINT. 
16. JOHN KEELER, Coal Merchant, Forncett St. Peter. Age, 20 years, Sub- 
scriber—since the first. Near LONG STRATTON. 
17, JULIA WALTER, Assistant Nurse, 18 Gordon Street. Age, 19 years. Sub- 
scriber—since commencement. NEW HINKSEY. 
18. ARTHUR LANGDON, Negro Comedian, 29 Glasshouse Street. Age, 36 
years, Subscriber—6 years, NOTTINGHAM. 
19. EMILY LAYTON, Milliner, Upper Halliford. Age, 22 years, Subscriber 
—sipce commencement, SHEPPERTON. 
20. GEORGE TERRY, Agent, Bridge Street. Age, 20 years. Subscriber— 
since March, 1885. WYE. 


AMOROUS FOREIGNERS. 
No. 4.—THE PASSIONATE GERMAN TO HIS LOVE. 


THOU art my Hartz idol ; I ne’er have revealed 
The love that has dwelt in my breast ; 

The ex-Prussian of feelings I long have concealed 
Will, I trust, put my doubts all to rest. 


I have ne'er Met(z) so lovely a form as thine own, 
Such beauteous eyes Bremen with joy 

Oh! let me not sail o’er the b- Rhine al 
But fly with your fond Teuton boy. 


The sight of thy form sets my brain all a-whirlin’ ; 
Let me ever re-Maine at thy side ; 

Thy chestnut locks curlin’ no girl in all Berlin 
Can rival. Oh! be thou my bride. 


Come, fly to the land where the gay measles grow, 
Where the sauer-krout blossoms around— 

The land where the soft soothing bauds ever blow, 
Where the prince and the sausage abound. 


Ah, what! oh, Mein Gott / thou wilt not quit this spot? 
Ah, well, as the French people say, 

Bonn jour, mad-moselle ; most sad is my lot ; 
Thou hast Xiel-led a fond lover to-day. 


; 
alone, 


—_—~>— 


THE ANSWER. 


“ How she must have loved him!” 
As Myrtle Marianne Redingote spoke these words softly to her 


lover, a blush of maiden modesty flamed for an instant across her | 


pure young face. Robert had been telling her that beautiful story 


of the princess of dead and durned times, who, when her lover 
te ed bull's-eye to the poisoned arrow of the fo—oh !—oe, knelt 
y his side, and with her own ruby lips drew from the wound the 


When he had finished, the fair girl gave utterance 
And then, for an 


fatal element. 
to the words with which this chapter opens. 
instant, there was silence. 

Robert was first to speak. 

“If L were pounded with a—a—ahem !—a—woisoned arrow, dar- 
ling,” he stammered, for he had evidently been “wetting the 
other eye,” “ would pour emule the example of the princess?” 

The girl’s form shook with a sudden tremor, and her head fell 
upon where (had he not been wearing one of Rope Brothers’ all 
linen “ Richard the Third’s ”) his shirt-front would have been, 

“Do not—do not press me for an answer,” she replied. 

“ But you will tell me?” he persisted. 

“Well, then,” said she, “if you think I should take on such a 
chance of catching delirium tremens second-hand, you're the most 
sucked-in flat on this melon-patch.” 


VWVouR CHARACTER TOLD. 

For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Grapholoyist of great skill and talent have been engaged. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send this announcement, inclosed 
with a letter of moderate length, signed with the usual signature, and accompanied 
by a stamped, addressed envelope (with the writer's own address), All letters must 


be directed to— 
“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


Answers twill be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes, No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above regulations. 

Oncing to the enormous number of letters received, Answers cannot be guaranteed 
within a month, but will be forwarded as early as possible, 


Cs 
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WHERE HIS MONEY WENT. 


Not the most lovely and lucrative position for a young lady to 
hold in this or any other world, is the position of sixth haushies 
(all at home and 
unmarried) of a 
clergyman in re- 
duced circum- 
stances. A girl can 
= up with a good 
eal, but it is tak- 
ing advantage of 
her powers of 
endurance, and 
testing them be- 
yond the limits of 
common fairness, 
to require her to 
put up_ nightly 
with two fat sisters 
in one skinny little 
. So thought 
Magdalen Cum- 
mings, anyway. 

The Rev. Archi- 
bald Cummings, 
widower, was some- 
what of a puzzle to 
his daughters, 
True, his income 
was not a large one, 
; and his family not 
| a small ore, but, 
anyhow, he had no 
wife to keep now, 
and this, instead of 
making money 
matters better, seemed to make them worse. Wheredid his money 
goto? Was heinthe habit of spending it extravagantly in London, 
where he left Slowmarsh for every Thursday morning, for the pur- 

e of “seeing about some business"? Maxdalen determined, 
n her own mind, to “stand it no longer.” So, hitting upon the 
not too original idea of going up to London to get scmetaing to 
do, the youngest Miss Cummings, ina very short time, was miasing 
from home. 

She found London a strange place to get on with, and a hard 
place to get on in. And it was with difficulty she got into a situ- 
ation, and this, the situation of waitress with the Overrated Bread 
Company, was productive of precisely twelve and sixpence a week 
—not including “tips,” which were not allowed, but which, never- 
theless, amounted sometimes to five shillings a day. (You see, 
Magdalen was a pretty girl, and a pretty girl, in the service of the 
Overrated Bread Company, is somewhat of a rarity.) 

“What a curious thing it is,” she said, one day, toa smart dark 
eyed girl, about 
her own height 
and figure, with 
whom she had 
“chummed_ in” 
during the five or 
six weeks she had 
been there; 
“what a curious 
thing it is that 
they are nearly all 
old and middle 
aged men who 
give us the largest 
tips. Anold 
clergyman — he 
was seventy if he 
was a day—gave 
me a shilling this 
Sa 

“Talking of 
clergymen,” _re- 
marked the other, 
“there's one who 
comes in here 
every Thursday 
evening at six, 
regularly, and sits 
at that table there 
in the corner, 1 
daresay you've 
seen him, eh?” 
No; that was Magdalen’s tea-time. She had not seen him. 
“Well,” continued the dark eyed girl, “he’s not at all a bad old 
chap, you know. He's about fifty, grey hair, brown eyes, clean 
shaven——” and here she went through a detailed description 
of Magdalen’s father. This over, she added, “Ile’s going to take 
me out to supper to-night. He generally takes one of us girls ou 
Thursday.” 

Magdalen didn’t go down to tea at six o'clock that evening. She 
stayed up in the shop, and froma place where she could not very 
well be seen, she kept watch on the table that the clergyman was 
in the habit of using. He arrived almost on the stroke of six, and, 
as he took his place, gave knowing nods to the girls around. 

Close to his table there was a curtain, which screened the ‘ wash- 
ing-up” room from the shop. It was behind this that Magdalen 
overheard her father say— 

“T shall be outside the ‘Café Colini’ at about nine, and shall 
wait until ten past 
for you. If you 
are not there by 
then, I shall know 
you have not been 
able to get away. 

At nine o'clock 
that evening, the 
Rev. Archibald 
Cummings stroll- , 
ed out of the, 
“ Café Colini,” and 
looked up and 
down the street. 
An approachin 
figure attractec 
| his attention. (It 
would! it was a 
figure of a_fe- 
male!) Helooked 
more closely, and 
saw, to his delight, 
that it was the 
tigure of the dark 
eyed girl from the 
Overrated Bread 
shop. 

“So you've 
come!" he said, 
joyfully. 

The girl, who 
was thickly ‘eiled, 
nodded ; nd then : 
they passed into the café and procesded upstairs to one of the 
private dining rooms. “Let me take off your veil for you, my 
dear,” said the old clergyman. : A 

Magdalen permitted him to do so; and the Rev. Archibald Cum- 
mings is back in Slowmarsh now, and. strange to say, never by 
any chance, comes up to London on Thursdays, 


BONS 


—— 
Magdalen and her sisters. 


“ He's not at all a bad old chap.” 


Meets 


fq ‘ 


alagdalen permitted hin to du so. 
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WHISHKY, WHISHKY, EVERYWHERSH! 


“ Yes, dear, thank goodness, I have not a 
good singing voice—I say ‘thank goodness’ 
advisedly, Whenever any of my admirers 
grow sentimental, and show signs of keep- 


This is how Captain Jiuks retured trom the | giuging hat wartethens be 


“HERE UPON GUARD AM 1!” 
Love birds and mother-in-law. 


“Shay, ole man, thish’s firs’ classh? It'sh rainin’ whishky !” (And the latter don't look vicious at all—oh, no! Muddleton Hunt Steeplechases, Letter of Young Lady. 
%° Miss Sl Ul be delighted ive photog a 
eet leaned ioe photographs from thoes DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—M. ZOLA. 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. : ( S 


(1). After a somewhat bad passage, A. SLOPER thonght he could not do.better than come! you shall——" “Have a drink? Certainly!” “ALLY. have you studied your 
pull himself together with a whelk. The little Boulonaise whelkest, being fair to look Assommoir and not taken warning? Oh, shame, shame!" The Old Man hung ts 
upon, A. SLOPER lost no time in informing her that she was, indecd, a Dayreen head, and was understood to say he woull take the pledge on his return. “No,” con- 


Dayess, likewise un Bel Ange, and that he adored her “der toot song cur,” and la tinued M, Zola, “but you shall help me in getting material for my work, Ta 

No. 179—MIss HETTIF CHAPMAN. ps tenprgrory said gemma ig Neg to her big brother.—(2). And as the big Debacle,’ which. like the rest, shall be ween fora ade a sce Re Ada 

a w rother at that moment loomed in the distance, A. SLOPER at once started for Paris. cried the Eminent, “\vive Zola! “Vive ALLY!” “Vive la France!" “Vive 
aan! Hettie, take compassion on your swain.”— The Dook Snook. M. Zola had gone to Sedan, in order to prepare documents for his forthcoming book, | Angleterre!"——(5). M. Zola presented A. SLOPER, on his departure, with a live 
Ah! for the vows we whispered, ah! for the love we told ! 5 + La Debacle,” so to Sedan A. SLOPER proceeded.—(3). A lonely figure stalked the | shell he had dug up, to be placed among his relivs, and A. SLOPER has been photo 
—Lord Bob, battle-field, “Heavens! could it be the big brother thirsting for his blood, and graphed with it; but as the head cashier objects to be in itscompany while Alexandry 

“T've naught to live for now that Hettie scorns me.” arrived ‘before him?” “Ah! you do not recognize me, mon cher ALLY. Good |” and William Higgins are allowed the run of the premises, it is the intention of the 

—The Hon, Billy. “M. Zola!" “The same. Yes.” I disguise myself thus to avoid observation. But, Mouldy One to send it to the naval exhibition as a relic of the Armada, 


THE MEENISTER REPROACHES McNAB. 


= 
€ ‘ 
: S&S ike s i 
(1). “Man, this is fine and fresh,” said the Eller, as he took a stroke or two (2). “ Waterbrashy baddocks and yelpin’ codfish! what's tuis 7” (3). And the Meenister said, “ That last stone aboot did for him. A'll jist crac 


before breakfast. his pate this time, for gien way tae kernal enjoyments like that!” 


5, 1891. Saturday, April 25, 1891.) 


—_—_. -. —— 


ve nota 
ood ness 
admirers 
of keep- 
ommence 
ract from 


Sa . 
Gke eHidldersTerron> 


tirely new and original entertainment ! 


endless strife 'Twixt husband and a faith 


THE MORNING AFTER 
“Och! it was a j 


the thing very dacent by poor Moike, pace be wid him, 


Teacher. Tommy, I'm afraid you're a good-for-nothing boy. 
Tommy. No, 1 ain't good-for-nothing. If ma wants me to be good 
she always has to give me something. 


Here you are, ladies and gentlemen! here you are! Another change of programe? 


1 I don’t go in for musty revivals at this theatre. ‘The show 
is declared, by the entire Press, to be the finest in or out of London; so book your seats without 


elay. No fees:—A steamer in this wry plight Is rather an unusual sight :—Another case of 
ess wife :—Where'er the Czar of Russia goes, He moves 
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Keep -in-de=miadle -ob -de-Roadl? 


Brave «- GSoldices-. y 


QUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


An en- ; in dread of hidden foes :—One little gift before we part, I pray you wear it next your heart :—The 
state of Dalstun would disgrace, Said Monty, any decent place :—A mig A Seeble gohe, I ween, His 
ped bigua’ ty wit is aught but keen :—Two soldiers brave (?) the other day, Behaved in this outrageous 
way.—There you are, boys and girls; that’s equal to your expectations, i hope, isn’t it? if not, your 
money will be returned at the doors——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


H —— 
grand wake, be jabers! I'm thinking we did 


SHE WANTEO RELAXATION. 


AN ORNITHOLOGICAL LECTURER. 
Dedicated to lovers of the feathered tribe. 


\\ 
) 
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Ethel, Ts it true, dear, that yon are engaged to Mr. Batterbrain? Don't think me rude, but I 
doubted it because you're so clever, you know, and he is, well—he is—— 

Fair Collegian. A perfect idiot. I quite agree with you, Ethel ; but yon seo, dear, I'm studying 
so hard that constant companionship with a man with an intellect stronger than that of an im- 
becile would certainly drive me mal, 


TAKE YOUR CHOICE. 


The wise and foolish virgins. How happy and contented the wise 
ones appear, do they not? Poor, lear, little things! what bliss it 
is to be privileged to look npon such expressive conntenances ! 


j 


———————— = — — = = 


134 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


TWO GOALS TO ONE! 

_ THE Football Match between England and Scotland, terminating 
in a victory for the South, is another proof that A. SLOPER is 
right. It has 
often been said 
that a Scotch- 
man never sees 
a joke. Whether 
such is really the 
case or not, A. 
SLOPER has no 
statistics by him 
to decide ; but of 
one thing he is 
certain, the 
“HALF-HOLI- 
DAY” does not 
sell in Scotland 
proportionately 
with England. 
This is no fault 
of the Mildewed 
Edifice’s.5 Men 
who want to be 
strong and 
sinewy,men who 
want to be ener- 
getic and enthu- 
siastic, must 
take their 
“ALLY” in week- 
ly. Therefore, 
The Fabric 
would point out 
once more, to 
the Scotch Team particularly, that to enable you to compete for 
his £1,000 Prize, you must show SLOPER that you have bought 
his paper for six months. Therefore, commencing with “ALLY 
SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” for January 3rd, 1891, cut out the 
first paragraph in “Ally-Campane” from each week's paper, and 
keep the cuttings by you until June 27th, 1891, when you will have 
twenty-six in your pesession: Then add two lines to complete the 
following Nursery Rhyme :— 


There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 


That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER! 


The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttings,as soon after June orth as you can, 
to “Sloper’s Competition.” Don't post the 
Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six—that 
is, one from each week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
3rd, 1891, and ending June 27th, 1891. To the writer of the best 
Rhyme will be awarded £1,000. A. SLOPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stock. » ¢ 

* 


_ AS soon as the Census report is published, and we see the appal- 

ling increase in the female population, the question of “ What to 
do with our daughters?” 
will again agitate the ma- 
ternal bosom, It's rather a 
sore subject with SLOPER 
just now. He _ attended a 
suburban muffin § scramble 
the other afternoon, and was 
rash enough to suggest to 
the mother of eighteen mar- 
riageable daughters that she 
should combine with some of 
her friends equally blessed 
and start a Turkish Harem 
Supply Association. “The 
Pashas are very nice men,” 
observed the Eminent, “and 
treat their wives ——” but 
here fourteen indignant ma- 
trons set upon the Old Man, 
and — well, the man that 
struck O'Hara had an easy 
time in comparison. 


s 

THE Friend of Man has 
been favoured with a copy of 
“Dragon's Teeth,” a new 
novel by Clo. Graves, pub- 
lished from 153 Fleet Street. 
After reading it from end to 
end, the Mildewed Fabric is 
prepared to guarantee a big 
sale for this very remarkable book. From the time the Old Man 
took it up until he came to the last page, nary a drop of “ Unsweet- 
ened” passed his lips; eo it must be a good shilling’eworth, 
mustn't it? + 


The Rocket, in point of excellence, may be classed as one of the 
most successful effusions from the pen of the mi ay Finer, and, 
this a foaeste 

Edward Terry may 
be commended for 
the tact shown by 
him in _reproduc- 
ing this capital 
work at a time 
when a false move 
might have result- 
disastrously to 
the house which 
he so ably con- 
ducts. The Public 
is nothing, if not 
fickle, and no mat- 
ter how successful 
a theatre may have 
been in the past, it 
only requires the 
production of one 
or two plays of 
The Culprit's class 
to cause a reaction 
to set in with the 
result that irre- 
trievable damage 
is done to all con- 
cerned. The Cheva- 
lier Walkinshaw, 
of Edward Terry, 
is an exceedingly 
humorous crea- 
tion, and although the gentleman jn question is, undoubtedly, a 
great scoundrel, the sympathies of the audience are, in this case, 
evidently on the side of vice. The remainder of the company can 
be dismissed ina very few words, none of them calling for especial 
praise or condemnation. 
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WHITE and drawn was his face as he staggered homeward. It 
wore a look of shrinking horror which stamped him as a fugitive 
from some great terror, 1 aD’) 
that night his fair young wife ae D, 
watched beside his couch and . ) 
listened, appalled, to his de- ‘ 
lirious ravings. Just as the 
morning broke, the dying 
man raised himself upon his 
elbow and whispering, hoarse- 
ly, “Julia, g’-bye—I die a 
martyr—fourth smoker been 
tothis week—and heard—and 
heard ‘ Hi-tiddly-hi-hi !’ sung 
at ‘em all,” he fell back— 
dead. And when the first 
bitter flood of tears was over 
and she could think calmly, 
the twice widowed girl re- 
solved to bury him beside her 
“first,” who was killed 
through hearing “ Annie Roo- 
ney” played on a concertina 
whilst on a private explora- 
tion in Darkest Africa. 


sd 


s 

A. SLOPER, after grave con- 
sideration, has decided to send 
the cabinet-sized photograph 
of himself to any one contri- 
buting the sum of 2s, 6d. to 
his “Christmas Appeal.” . . 
There is little doubt at “The Sloperies "that this will mean a big 
rush on the part of anxious subscribers, and arrangements have 
therefore been made to prevent over crowding. Carriages will 
please enter at the Bride Street entrance of Shoe Lane, and after 
depositing the bullion at “ 99," they must drive straight through 
into Fleet Street, where they can loiter about until they are moved 
on by the police. *\* 


THE Battersea Wobbler has exercised the Shoe Lane Prerogative 
and conferred the “Sloper Award of Merit” upon Mr. VERO SHAW, 
because he knows a thing or two about dogs, The Elder McNab 
says he's “ Verra sure this is a case of true meerit rewarded.” 


N 
IN 


s 
£1:1:0 and the “Storer AWARD OF MERIT" have been 
resented to Mr. GEORGE WOODWARD NEELE, Kingswood Park, 
ristol, for the best four line verse on “The Census.’ 
Who wants to know my age and name, 
My occufation, whence I came, 


And if I'm married, blind or lame ? 
Whist, whist | The Census Man! 
* 


. 

“Tv was a right down, slap, bang, aristocratic affair; and dooks 
and earls and nice young girls, and everybody was there.’ A 
casual glance 
at the above 
lines might 
convey theim- 
pression that 
‘The Chris- 
tening of Tim 
M‘Carthy’s 
Daughter’ oc- 
casioned the 
outburst. No- 
thing of the 
kind, we refer 
to the ball 

iven at St. 
“hogreot ae ll 

y the ular 
G. W. beors 
to his friends ; 
and he has got 
some—wel] 
justa few—all 
theatrical 
London, not 
to mention 
numerous ce- 
lebrities from 
America and the Colonies. SLOPER went. SLOPE- a:ways goes; 
there is a bond of friendship between G. W. M. and A. S., which 
nothing but death or exclusion from the same function next year 
can sever. Here's luck to you, Pony, and may the lustre of your 
diamonds never grow less. ** 


THE big pots at the New Gallery are green with jealousy, because 
the portrait, by Holbein del Burnt Sienna, of SLOPER’s ancestor, 
Ananias Beelzebub Marks Sloper, who was struck dead whilst 
promoting a Public Company, in the reign of William the Con- 
queror, has been placed by the entrance to the Coalcellar at * The 
Sloperies.” Mr. W. Orchardson, R.A., says he fancies he detects a 
strong Wardour Street flavour about this latest addition to the 
Sloper Portrait Gallery. More jealousy ! 


THE Oxford Music Hall is doing good business under its new 
management. Most of the best of the variety talent in London 
is engaged at this hall, and the result is crowded and enthusiastic 
houses nightly. The muchly advertised Zo is to be seen here, 
and, needions to say, she pleases the spectators both with the 
cleverness of her performances and the modesty of her demeanour. 


s 

Lovers of the “Savoury” German will be pleased to hear that, 
on the 9th of May next, the German Exhibition will open its doors at 
West Brompton. This exhibition, which 
is erected on the site of the previous ones 
is, according to all accounts, likely to be 
one of the most successful of the series, 
and all shapes, sorts, and all conditions of 
loveliness, will be well represented there. 
The German tartlet, who must be seen to 
be appreciated, will probably take London 
by storm. +." 


THE rumour that criminal proceedings 
are about to be taken against A. SLOPER 
by the Treasury, in consequence of nearly 
every word in his Census Paper being un- 
true, is, to say the least, premature. The 
Eminent says much of the information 
may not bear analyzing, but, taken as a 
whole, it is fairly readable stuff and, he 
thought, highly entertaining. 


s. 

WE are requested by Mr. Billiam Hig- 
gins, late of Holloway, to say that he has 
no intention at present of leaving town— 
for Dartmoor. es 

s 


THE “Old George,” at Bow, presented 
a lively apresrenc on Wednesday Even- 
ing, April 8th, when A. SLOPER. Esq., 
F.0O.M., T.O.E., P.B., M.F.K.0.M.I.E., was, 
with any amount of pomp and ceremony, 
duly enrolled as a Member of the Ancient 
Order of Foresters. The Mildewed One, 
in a few words more or less incoherent, 
said he should endeavour, as much as lay in his power, to 
uphold the dignity of the Foresters’ by wearing the costume when- 
ever he attended Race Meetings, Afternoon Teas and Prize Fights. 


(Saturday, April 25, 1891. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING May 2ND, 1891, 
a 

26th A: 1828.—At Montgomery great Sessions it is this 
day boc gh was tried, Powell v. Salisbury, which arose 
out of the following singular circumstances. A horse belonging to 
the plaintiff was grazing in his field, which was separated from a 
field of Mr. Salisbury’s by a fence rather out of repair. The night 
being stormy, the horse passed the fence, and took shelter on the 
lee side of a haystack in Mr. Salisbury’s field ; 4nd whilst standing 
there, the haystack was blown down and the horse killed. The 
action was brought to recover the value of the horse. The judge 
was of the opinion that, as the injury was occasioned id the storm, 
the defendant was not liable for the damage ; but it being giveu in 
evidence that Mr, Salisbury had received notice to repair his fences, 
which, it was said, he had not attended to, the jury returned a 
verdict for the plaintiff. 


27th April, 1803.—The cause of Toussaint L'Ouverture s 
death was never known with any certainty. He was treacherously 
arrested in his house near Gonaives, Hayti, by order of Napoleon, 
and he and his wife and family were conveyed to France in the 
Hero man-of-war. He was imprisoned in a du n in the castle 
of Joux, in the Jura mountains, and on this day the gallant negro, 
whose genius had excited the jealousy of the First Consul himself, 
was found dead in his cell. 


28th April, 1828.—There were living this day, in one house 
in the Parish of Docklow, the following singular aad :—One 
man and one wife, one widow and one widower, two fathers ana 
three mothers, one father-in-law and one mother-in-law, two grand- 
fathers and two grandmothers, one great-grandfather and one 
great-grandmother, four sons and five daughters, three brothere 
and four sisters, two uncles and two aunts, one nephew and one 
niece. The above family consisted of eleven persons, and only twe 
of them married ! 


29th April, 1851.—Tom Sayers, “the Camden Town hero," 
met for the third time Dan Collins at Long Reach. Miles says :— 
“The improvement of Sayers in skill made r Dan appear to 
have fallen off, and ee he struggled gallantly through forty- 
four rounds, occuping 8! minutes, the tide never turned :n his 
favour.” 


30th April, 1887.—A horrible case of trance was reported 
this day from Odessa, to have occurred there. Major Majuroff, an 
artillery officer and nide-de-camp to the Governor-General, aged 
35, died as was supposed somewhat suddenly, and was interred 10 
hours afterwards, Three weeks later, while the family vault in the 
necropolis was being renovated for the Russian #'¢te des Morts, the 
coftin lid was noticed to have been | ade forced open, and the 
body was found face downwards, The face was dreadfully facerated, 
and the flesh gnawed from the hands. The unfortunate major had 
died only on the instant of the appalling discovery. 


lst May, 1869.—Miss ect Fawesitt made her first Londoa 
appearance this day, at the Holborn Theatre as Flora Granger, io 
The Mistress of the Mill, She met with her death a few years 
later, under shocking circumstances, in America. 


2nd May, 1839.—Under this date we read that a colossal 
cabbage tree was blown down in the neighbourhood of Cowes, a 
few days previously, being 17 feet in nar drs with 20 heads of 
cabbage, averaging 15 Ibs. each. It is said to have reached this 
gigantic size in consequence of being watered with a solution of soda. 


THE SMALL BROTHER AGAIN. 

Farr indeed was Laura Amelia, though not so almightily stuck 
full of youthful bloom for her seven-and-twenty summers but that 
“Ma” thought it time she “settled on somebody.” Anda more 
eligible “somebody” than young Mr. Thundermuffin, who, witn 
ordivary luck and strict attention to business, would, one day, 
inherit his father’s flourishing “Oil and Oitalian,” lived not in 
Lower Clapton. The eligible T., therefore, “tea’d" and “ hot-crozs- 
bunned”” with great vigour and the parents of Laura Amelia on 
Good Friday, and, when the gas had been lighted in the best par- 
lour, Laura-Amelia, at the invitation of her mother, trotted out a 
little music. 

“You must waike—and call, me early,—call me early—mo-ther, 
dear,” she warbled. 

“It’s no bloomin’ use,” chimed in young George, the irrepressible 
brother, “mother says you don’t git up when she calls yer—it was 
on'y father as stop me an’ Bill a-comin’ up this mornin’ wif a 
sponge, 'n givin’ yer cold pig!" 

Amelia struck a loud chord in G, or George's head might have 
been heard as it banged down the kitchen stairs ; but the eligible 
Thundermufiin, who “thinks things over,” has cooled considerably. 


A FUNERAL NOTE. 

SLOWLY, sadly, the policeman’s funeral procession wound its way 
up the never ending road to Abney Park, and solemnly enough the 
bandsmen of the division snorted down their instruments of brass 
and horn the “ Dead March.” What could have been more beauti- 
fully pathetic? What more imposing? The poor dead slop gathered 
to his fathers, to the land where cabs never loitered nor publicans 
evaded the law M4 the side door. Suddenly the bandsman at the 
business end of the big trombone shot out a blast which startled 
the hearse horses and broke up the procession considerably. 

“What the devil did you do that for, Jones?” cried the band- 
master, turning on him fiercely. 

“Great Stiggles !" ejaculated the unhappy bandsman, “I thought 
it was a note, and it was only a d—d bluebottle, but I played it.” 


HOPE DEFERRED. 

ONE of the most charming girls in Brighton just now jilted a 
ee! son of Mars out at the barracks, she having hooked a bigger 

sh, and the thrown-over cavalry man had been told not to call 
again. In vain he tried to drown his woes : he was inconsolable. 

The other evening, as the fair one was sitting at dinner with her 
“new man" at the “ Metropole,” an orderly brought her a letter, 
which he had been commanded to deliver into her own fair hands. 

“Faithless but adorable Maudie,” it ran, “I cannot live without 
you; I have, therefore, taken poison, which is just beginning to 
work. When you read these lines I shall be still and cold as marble. 
Promise me that, ere you are wed, you will come and shed a tear 
upon my tomb, in remembrance of the happy days now, alas! gone 
by. Your defunct GERALD.” 

“Nothing to wait for,” she said to the orderly. 

“Nothing, begob!"” remarked the trooper. “An’ is that the 
answer I’m t' give the captain?” 

“Did he ask an answer?” f 

“Shure he towld me he'd lick me lugs off if I wasn't back with 
yer ladyship's answer to the billiard room o’ the ‘New Ship’ in hal’ 


an hower!" ; 
ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£1 50 will be paid by MR, GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pro 
prietor of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” fo the 


next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servants 
on duty excepted 4 who shall happen'to meet with his yr her death 
ina Railway Accident, in any part of the United ge Fe 
PROVIDED a copy of the current wssue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALr¥- 
Houipay” Sefowed upon the Deceased at the time of the Accutcnt. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY’ os published throughout che 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 8 a'slock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 3 o'clock 
the following Thursday morning. 


Saturday, April 25, 1891.) 
- HARE! 


HARE! 


(A HARE-SOUP-ERIOR BALLAD BY ONE OF THEMSELVES.) 
A Bill for arranging a close time for hares (as an amendment to the Ground 
ol. ‘Act) has poy! been introduced into Parliament.) 


OH, pity the poor 
harmless hare ! 
Yea, wake up to 
the = of 
r Wat— 
Who has a mo- 
rose time 
For want of a 
close time, 
And daily is filled 
with despair ; 
A terrible thing, 
is it not? 
Since the Ground 
Game Act ten 
on ago 
(Which gave us 
aed furred 
olk away), 
We've had no 
protection 
In any direc- 
tion, 
And soon we few 
numbers will 
show, 


Unless you some kindness display. 


REFRAIN— 
Now, you surely would not 
Wink at woes of weak Wat, 
Who is groaning with grief in this gross time, 
When you hunt we cause fun, 
And when jugged we're Al, 
So do try to give us a close time. 


Now,’a gallant, good hearted M.P., 
Colonel Dawnay (ah! well beloved name !), 
Proposes a measure 
Which gives us great pleasure— 
And he's merely desirous that we 
Some respite may once a year claim. 
‘Tis true that the crops we so chewed, 
hat the farmer oft found us a bore ; 
But that he now kills us 
Throughout the year—fills us 
With quite an emotional mood. 
[Refrain as before, only more so. 
eee 


QUEER, ISN'T IT? 

GEorGE, the Sloper Island porter, has put his foot into it again ! 
A belated wayfarer went down to the station the other night to 
catch the last train to Victoria, and, seeing our old friend mouching 
round, he inquired, “ When does the next train go, porter?” “It's 
just gone, sir,” answered George, and then turned out the gas. 


SLOPER’S PRESENTS. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
what you are in want of, and post it to:— 


ALLY'S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Envelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


"Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” April 25th, 1891. 


NGING er ee eee 


ROGPAGG eee a ee 


* “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
22lst WEEK. 


LIST FOR APRIL 1ith. 


The following “Presents” have been made :— 


1, Mrs. BRADY, Lower Fore Street, EDMONTON. 
A BISOUIT BOX. 
2. ROBERT ELLIS, Fore Street, TIVERTON. 


A SILK UMBRELLA. 
TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this os; ‘ 
column free of charge, provided the Sih. q 
Sender's Name and Addressare inclosed, & 
not for publication, but as a guarantee 
of good faith. Tootsie undertakes to 
Jorward, unopened and we bas all 
letters received in reply fo the adver- 
tisements, Address— 
TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


MASSIE, aged 24, tall, dark, rosy 
colour, thoroughly domesticated, good 
tempered, jolly, would like to correspond with a 
young gentleman of fair position, with view to _—— 
marriage. Please send photo, in confidence, 
which will be returnel. Address—~ MINNIE,” i 
Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 
A YOUNG MAN, in a government 
situation, aged 22, wishes to correspond and 
exchange photos with a young lady about his own age, witha view to matri- 
mony. Strict confidence will be observed. Address—“ CHARLIE,” Tootsie’s 
Matrimonial Agency. 


) DITH anp NANCY (Edith aged 19, tall, dark, considered good- 

4 looking; Nancy, sameage, medium height, fair, rather pretty), both musical, 
of loving dispositions and domesticated, would like to correspond with two gentle- 
men, aged from 20 to 22. Please send photos, which: will be returned, in confidence, 
to “ NANCY,” or “ EDITH,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


EDITH (Aged 21), 


ARRY, aged 23, tall, dark, considered good-looking, would like 

to correspond with a good looking young lady, of an affectionate disposi- 

tion, and fond of home. Please send photo, in confidence, to “ HARRY,” Tootsie’s 
Matrimonial Agency. 


])OROTH Y, aged 21, very tall, with brown hair, fair complexion, 
- and blue eyes, would like to correspond witha young gentleman, of tem- 
Perate habits and fond of home. Advertiser is very musical—plays both violin 
and piano. Please send photo, which will be returned if desired, and address 
—" DoROTHY,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 
ac K, aged 22, tall and good looking, in good commercial 
Position, wishes to correspond with a young lady, about same age. Must 
be ef a lively and.cheerful disposition. Photo desired. Address —“ JACK,” 
Tootsie'n Matrimonial Agency. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


CAMBRIDGE Hovse, REGENT'S PARK, LonpDoN, N.W., 
April 4th, 1891. 

DEAR S1R,—I have to thank you for the honour fot have done 
me in singling me out for the “Sloper Award of Merit,” the cer- 
titicate for which has duly arrived. 1 must complimeut you upon 
the artistic merit of the certificate. 

WALTER GILBEY, F.O.S. 


Yours truly, 
SS. Zartar, MARSEILLES, April 8th, 1891. 
DEAR _ ALLY,—Though a constant reader of your inimitable 
“Haur-HOLiDAy,” this is the first occasion of my figurin 
correspondent, the reason being that up to last night | had 
to observe anything in my somewhat extensive perigrinations that 
I thought would arouse the sympathy of the Sloperian soul, or awake 
an interest, however slight, in the bosom of tne F.0.M. Know, then 
O SLopER, that I am about to communicate something which | feel 
sure will do both! There exists, then, in this city,a Café Auto- 
matique, situated between the Rue de la République and the Rue 
Cannibere, which is fitted up with automatic machines for the supply 
of every kind of “ Booze.” One English penny, or dix centimes, 
will procure one a glass of anything, from absinthe, cd through 
the list of spirits, rs, and wines; not even omitting punches 
(hot) and champagnes. I may add, as a further inducement for 
ou to visit the South of France, that these machines are far more 
onest and obliging than the familiar minotaurs that haunt the 
platforms of London railway stations. Should one by ignorance, 
mistake, or, I may add, dishonestly, place a larger or smaller coin 
than a penny in the slot, it simply slips through into a little recep- 
tacle at the side, from which the would-be boozer can take it with 
more or less satisfaction—just as his intentions may have been 
honourable, or the reverse. 1 am, dear ALLY, yours sincerely. 
CHAS. W. GEOGHEGAN. 


asa 
iled 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 58.—HE ORGANIZES A TRIPLE ALLIANCE. 

To SLOPER's wife, on Monday morn, 
Came SLOPER'S comrade Billy, 

And said, with just a touch of scorn, 
“ You silly little silly, 

Why don't you quit yon Baleful Blight 
Who's not so kind as might be? 

For, since the Jackson case, you'd quite 
Within your legal right be!” 


To SLOPER'S wife, on Tuesday morn, 
Said SLOPER's comrade Snooky, 
“You poor, forsaken, sad, forlorn, 
Ill-treated creature,—look ye! 
Why not escape the Man of Sin? 
For, since the Jackson case, ma'am, 
A wife may snap her fingers in 
An odious husband's face, ma'am!” 


To SLOPER'S wife, on We'n'sday morn, 
Spake SLOPER'S friend McGooseley, 

“No mortal man, as I'll be sworn, 
Than SLOPER, acts more loosely. 

But, cheer, ma’am, cheer! The wife who rues 
Her union with a toper, 

May from her drunken spouse vamoose, 
So slope, ma‘am, slope from SLOPER!” 


Said SLOPER's wife, on Thursday morn, 
To SLOPER: “ Dear old lovey, 

Your friends have sought to make me scorn 
My darling ducky dovey ! 

But, oh! despite the treacherous set, 
I'll love my love forever : 

And you'll requite them—won't you, pet /— 
For their most vile endeavour!" 


Within a cave, on Friday morn, 
The Blighted Blizzard bleated, 
s 7 heart with endless grief is torn, 
My life's fond aim defeated. 
me wife declines to sling her hook, 
hough five pounds each—deuce take me !— 
I gave to Billy, Mac. and Snook, 
‘o coax her to forsake me! !" 


ALLY SLOPER'’S 
CHRISTMAS APPHBAL. 


*,* Subscribers of not less than Half.a Crown will receive (post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A, SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £346 5s, 1d. 
A.C. B., 58.; “ BECTIVE,” 1s.; JAS. WEST, 2d.; F.C. DROFFORD, Is.; “SAP" 
(Nottingham), 2s. 6d.; R. W. HEDLER, 2d.; “HARkDUP,” 4d.; ELIZA MEAD, 3d.; 
FRODSHAM, éd.; Master ALEXANDRY SLOPER, 4d.; ALLY SLOPER, Esq., 10s. 
Making a total received up to April 14th, 1891—£347 6s. Od. 


ALEXANDER. 


HE kept a shop—a “store” by name— 
And though there might be grander, 

He sold his goods to all who came, 
And his name was Alexander. 


He mixed his goods with cunning hand— 
He was a skilful brandecr ; 

And, since his sugar was half sand, 
They called him Alex-sander. 


He had his fair one, to her came, 
Then lovingly he scanned her; 

He asked her would she change her name, 
Then a ring did Alex-hand-her. 


“Oh, yes!” she said, with emiling lip, 
“If I can be commander.” 

And go they framed a partnership, 
And called it Alex-and-her. 


——__~>—_—___ 


JUSTIFIABLE. 


“Hao, Brown!” exclaimed Robinson, “how is it you don't 
speak to Walker now—you used to be such pals?" “I'll tell you 
why,” replied Brown. “We were walking down a quiet suburban 
road last Sunday morning, when suddenly he exclaimed, ‘ Brown, 
why is the horse in that field like Her Most Gracious Majesty 2?’ 
Of course I need scarcely say that I gave it up, and the wretch 
replied, ‘ Because it is out at Grasse.’ Now, if that does not justify 
one man in cutting another I don't know what does !" 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


WHY Is SLOPER LIKE THE LETTER I?— Because he always 
finds himself in the midst of cred-i-tors. 

COMMERCIAL ITEM.—Maid in Germany+Tootsie Sloper travel- 
ling up the Rhine. 

Why is Lady Gay Spanker, in London Assurance, very unlike a 
washerwoman /—Because she is attached to,her “ Dolly.” 

A MAGAZINE RIFLE—Looking through a monthly paper for 
something to plagiarise. 

Harp LINES—Catgut. 

THE Public Benefactor is thirsting for bleed. A dirt eating son 
of perdition writes to ask if the P.B. after SLOPER’S name means 
that the Eminent may be found in the “ Private Bar.” 
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SLOPER’S SELECT LIBRARY. 


BOLDEROCK. 
(A RoMAUNT OF YE OLDEN TyMe.) 
eae 
CHAPTER I.—( Continued ). 

“S'CEATH! it must be done! What ho! sound to horse, my 

merry men! to horse! Bring me my armour, and take that com- 

: puee fracture of the skull away. 

He will recover, and when he does 

he will think it a merry jest. Bid 

the Lady Mary Ann come here to 

_— me speed. Armourer, do your 
uty!" 

Amid the clash of arms, the gloom 
which had reigned in Bolderock 
Hall had disappeared. All was joy- 
ous preparation, 

The tapestry parted, and a voice 
was heard, calling aloud, “ Way for 
the Lady Mary Ann!" and a tall 
young and beautiful woman glided 
into the apartment. Her hair hung 
ina long wave down her back ; her 
dress consisted of a long, loose robe, 
which waved in not ungraceful folds 
around her limbs. She wore no 
shoes, but sandals adorned her feet. 
As she entered, she threw herself 
upon her father's neck, and, notwith- 
standing that the steel gorget, which 
the armourer had already fastened 
round his neck, must have been ex- 
ceedingly cold and uncomfortable to 
her naked arms, she clung to him 
with all the fondness of a petted 
daughter. 

Bolderock’s stern features relaxed 
as he gazed fondly down at_ his 
daughter's face. Tenderly he wiped 
a smudge of black off her fair fore- 
head. As he pressed his lips to the 
newly wiped spot, she fondly mur- 
mured, “Whither afoot, good father?” 

“For beeves, good daughter. The beef is done, the beer is done, 
The farmers in the neighbouring county suffer from absence of 
business. The nobles of the land must do something to move this 
agricultural depression.” 

“*Tis a worthy object. May all good luck attend you.” 

“Tt must, fair daughter, or worse luck will follow. Know that I 
am ruined. The people of the country, for miles around, have 
emigrated elsewhere, and now I can get neither beef, nor mutton, 
nor money, unless I travel nearly fifty miles. If railways are not 
speedily invented, we'll have to pack up and tramp.” 

“Alas! is itso? When I say my orisons I will pray for better 
times,” said the Lady Mary Ann, as she approached the fire to 
warm her arms, chilled by contact with her father’s iron overcoat. 


Lady Mary Ann. 


She clung to him. 


A minute after, the rattle of the drawbridge was heard, and the 
trainp of the mail clad steeds was heard to die away in the distance. 


CHAPTER II. 

THE Lady Mary Ann sat in her boudoir, surrounded by her 
maidens. It was not a sumptuous apartment. The stool on which 
the lady sat was uncompromisingly hard, for the art of the uphol- 
sterer was yet unknown, and the knobily corners of the quaintly 
carved furniture were apt to produce tender places on the anatomy 
of those who used the furniture much. It would not have been 
becoming for the Lady Mary Ann to have sat on the floor, much 
as she would have liked to, so she endured the penalties of a supe- 
rior state, envied, perhaps, by the maids of low degree who acted 
as her attendants, but envying them in turn of the luxury of squat- 
ting, anyhow, near tho fire. The walls were uncompromisingly 
bare—no Japanese fans nor painted placques hung round to givea 
tone of gentility to the room. It was the intention that this should 
be improved. Seven hundred 
years before, the Lady Mary 
‘Ann's female ancestor had be- 
guna piece of tapestry with a 
view to break the monotonous 
bleakness with a new bower, 
and each succeeding member 
of the ancestral line had con- 
tinued to labour at the work 
of art, but, in 
the absence of 
sewing ma- 
chines, pro- 
gress was 
slow. The 
Lady Mary 
Ann hoped it 
might be fin- 
ished in the 
course of an- 
other two 
hundred and 
fifty vears, It 
would, doubt- 
less, be a great 
im provement 
then; but, in 
the circum. 
stances, it was 
an decorative 
failure at 

A mail clad steed. the present 
time. 

The Lady Mary Ann looked sad and silent as she cast her eye 
upon her attendants. The communication her father hid made 
had opened her eyes to unpleasant possibilities in the future, and 
had partially explained certain circumstances of the past to her. 

(To be continued next week.) 
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THE “F.O.5.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No. 200.-MR. Tom CANNON, F.OS, 


“In spite of strenuous efforts, it is only qnite recently that 
we have succeeded in obtaining an interview with the ‘gallant 
Tom Cannon. It is said that our hero has a horror of racing\ 
touts, and, seemingly taking us for one of those interesting 
individuals, it was only by the aid of subterfuge, in the shape 
of a fire-escape, that we succeeded in our efforts. It seems that 
it was originally intended by the friends and relations of Tom 
to run him for the army, but directly our hero heard of their 
plan, he was found to be missing. A search party having been 
instituted, Tom was discovered about two miles out of London, 
mounted on the back of his father’s favourite moke, bonny 
brown Ned, and plodding along in a perfectly unconcerned 
manner. Directly the youth caught sight of them, he gave rein 
to his steed, and then was seen a glorivus sight : a lad, mounted 
on the back of a donkey, holding his own with a crowd of splen- 
didly mounted horsemen. O’'er hedges and across streams they 
dashed, until at last the Heath of Newmarket came in view, at 
the sight of which Brown Ned seemed to regain fresh vigour, 


and steed were nowhere visible—they had seemingly disappeared 

* * Tom Cannon is now 

one of the most celebrated jockeys of modern times ; and chiefly 

for that reason he was created F.O.S. and ‘the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented to him July 2ist, 1888,—Debrert improved, 


Actor, Begone, beardless boy ! methinks thy mocking laugh- 
ter doth urge me to commit justifiable homicide. Avaunt ! 


and young Meek, amateur champion know nothing. Result, a 


Great fight between James Slogger, champion of everywhere, 
f draw, after two minutes’ steady—play. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
Seal ee ee ee 
| WHERE IGNORANCE !S BLISS. 


(Saturday, April 25, 18¢1 


(SCENE—A rillage in Devonshire.) 


Twenty-siz-stun passenger. Call thisa “fore” wheeler ? 
Cabby. No, guv'nor, more like a “hind” wheeler at 
present, I'm thinkin’! 


J 


ANGZ, 
\\A 


Ethel, Who, on earth, is that little cad, Maude? he seems to know you, 


Maude, Ob, he's only a cockney cousin uncle's got visiting him ; quite harmless, I assure you ; and he does 
80 well to amuse tlie dogs. 


Friend. As you owe your landlord so much, I am 
afraid, my dear fellow, that he will seize your pictures 
Ethel. Well, they certainly seem fond enough of him, the puppy especially —birds of a feather always flock and sell t 

pose, 


together, I su: Van Brush, The very best thing which could happen 


[Poor fellow! he thought he'd mashed ‘em both dead, too. to me, old boy ; for that's more than I can do. 


A GOOSE sToORY. 


Al at 
Wy it 


if 


(1.) “Say, Bill, here's two bloomin’ fine geese, and nobody nigh either. Now, under | all that's unlucky ! Skip, boy, 
the circumstances, what had we ought to do,eh?” “Cop ‘em, I guess,” responded | the frying pan‘ into the fire. 
Bill.—(2.) “Right ye are, over we goes; ‘old on tight, and mums the word. | man, who has been attracted by the commotion, seizes him.—(6.) And, being joinet 
(3) Blazin’ Moses! can't yer keep the brutes quiet ? we shall ‘ave all the cops in the | by the culprit, who has been rescued from the dog's, well, not exactly tender mercics 
neighbourhood on our track.—(4.) Great Jeoskins! what's that? A bull pup, by | by the farmer, they are together marched off to durance vile. 


— 


A TIMELY WARNING. 


0s 


o me a) fie 


‘ yl 


N.B.—When you wash your face for the first time in a strange honse, be sure 
you know exact!y where the towel rack is—or else avoid Smart's soap. 
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“All right, mister, you needn't be afraid ; I ain't running after you!” 


¥) 

“T shal 
having arr@q 
Then he ha 
photographing 


4 

Constable Bubbles 
the smartest men in§ 
least. this was his 
one thing more than 


